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"Who's this?" Lars shoved a copy of Sports Illustrated between James and his Car and Driver. 


With a calmness that surprised him, James gently grasped Lars' wrist and pulled it back so the offending 


magazine was out of his face. "Go away." 
"But who is this?" 
Sports Illustrated was back, and so was the insistent voice behind the hand that held the magazine. 


"Football player. American football. Now get the fuck outta my face." His attention returning to the article, 
James wondered if he should shell out $106,660 for a Hennessey Venom 800 Twin Turbo. Shi! Zero-60mph in 


44 seconds. 


"Fuck, | KNOW that! Po... Polulu.. um.. Poloomamooloo! | got it!" Lars crowed as he pushed James long legs aside 


and sat down on the couch. "James, what's a strong safety?" 

"Someone you're gonna need if you don't get the fuck outta my space," James growled as he tried to shove 
Lars off the couch with his bare feet. Lars didn't budge. Holy fuck, the truck can do bOmph! "And, ya fucking 
Eurotrash, his name is pronounced ‘Po La Ma Lou." He raised his knees hoping this would act as a barrier. 


Hmmm.. only émpg. 


"Really," Lars murmured, scanning the magazine. "James? James!" Draping himself over James’ knees, he used 


Sports illustrated as a battering ram, effectively knocking Car and Driver out of James’ hands. 
"WHAT?" James roared. Fuck the truck; it was only available as an automatic 4-speed anyway, 
Lars blinked. "No need to get fucking testy. Just asking you a question" 

James closed his eyes and counted to 10. Fuck Maybe 20 would do it. 


"Now," Lars settled in against James' knees and smoothed out Sports Illustrated "This PO LALA MAMA LOUIE, 


first name Troy.. " He grinned as James winced at his mispronunciation "Do you know him?" 
James eyed Lars with suspicion "Why?" 

"Why not?" Innocence personified. 

James nodded, finally resigned to the fact that Lars was not going to go away. "Yeah, | know Troy." 
Lars chuckled. "Of course you do." 


Before James could even get out a "what the fuck does that mean?" Lars was already asking him another 


question. 
"Says here he's a ball hawk. What the fuck's a ball hawk?" 


"Okay, dickweed, listen up cause l'm gonna say this just once." How many times had he tried to explain football 
to Lars only to have him lose interest after the first sentence? "Troy has a sixth sense about where the ball 
is gonna be. He can "smell" it; he's allowed to make calls. He's a strong safety and gets more involved in running 


plays than your basic defensive back." 


"Uh huh." Lars nodded knowingly; however absolutely clueless he was. 


"A safety is the last line of defense." 
"Right" Lars studied Troy's photograph. 


"You still have no fucking idea what the fuck l'm talking about, do ya? How long have you been in this 


country?" 
Lars sniffed. "Long enough to know | don't much care for fucking AMERICAN football." 
“Eurotrash." James snorted. 


"That's fucking Eurotrash, ya uncultured lout." Lars grinned and jabbed at Troy's picture. "You know who he 
looks like?" 


"His parents?" Inwardly James groaned. He knew exactly where Lars was headed with this line of questioning; it 
wasn't as if the thought hadn't already crossed his own mind. Why the fuck hadn't he throw the magazine 
directly into the trash the second he retrieved it from his mailbox? 


"Probably.. so you do know him. Interesting." Lars held up Troy's picture and tilted it from side to side. "Um.. 
l'm gonna throw a small dinner party. You invite Troy." He turned to James and flashed him a brilliant smile. 
"And I'll take care of the rest of the guest list." 


Lars..." James began warningly. "I don't think.. " 


"Of course you don't think. That's MY job." Lars patted James on his knee. "Want that dollar back?" he asked 
softly. 


"Troy does NOT look like me." James spluttered. "You're fucking blind!" 


"Ah hal See; reason one why you don't think. Course he doesn't fucking resemble you." Lars chuckled. "I was 


thinking more along the lines of our very own Kirk" 


"No fucking way!" James sat up and snatched the magazine out of Lars’ hands. Kirk's slight, Troy's.. well, he's... 
he's.. you're crazy. Now, get the hell outta here!" 


Lars stood up, reached into his back pocket, pulled out his wallet and plucked out a one-dollar bill. "A whole 


dollar, James." 


James shoved the Sports illustrated between the back of the couch and the cushion. "We fucking did this last 


year," he grumbled, his eyes narrowing. 


"With, um, fucking spectacular results," Lars pointed out. "Right?" His eyes bored into James’. 


James squirmed. 

"Right?" 

“Alright. Fuck! Yeah. Right, dammit." James mumbled. 

"Exactly," Lars beamed. "And this shall conclude the same way as well" Nibbling on his lower lip, he retrieved 
his Palm Pilot, held the small stylus between his fingers and began pressing it against the tiny screen. "How 
about two weeks from tonight? Um, don't suppose Troy is a veg?" 

"No," James leaned back, closing his eyes. His head was pounding. 

"Right," Lars murmured. 

James saw his life flash before him with each click of the stylus. He was doomed. A fellow musician was one 
thing, a Super Bowl winner, an All-American football hero was another. Teaming him up with Kirk? Like throwing 
a Vespa rider into a biker bar. He groaned. "I'm so easy." 

Lars looked up, grinning. "And that's why | love you. Um, don't suppose he likes the company of men?" 

"Does it matter?" James asked. Lars had a plan. Fuck. 

‘Course not," Lars replied drolly. "More challenge if he doesn't though." With a final flourish, he clicked the Palm 
Pilot one last time, shoved it back in his pocket, walked to the doorway and paused. "Um, 8 p.m, you call Mr. PO 


LA MA LU, I'll deal with Mr. HAM METT." 


"But Lars!" James cried plaintively; he had to try one last time before this gawd-awful game play left the 
huddle. "Troy's into women. And what if he's busy?" 


"James." Lars tsked. "The Hetfield charm? Use it." 


James tossed Sports Illustrated at Lars‘ retreating back and all that he was left with was the sound of Lars’ 
laughter echoing down the hallway. 


mjn anan 


"James?" Kirk nudged him. "Why is Lars pointing at his watch, grinning like a fool AND waving a dollar bill at 


you?" 


"What?" Lulled by the genteel atmosphere of Lars' dinner party, James had almost forgotten why he was 
there. 


Almost. 


'Lars" Kirk pointed. "Well, | know why he's a fool,” he chuckled, ‘but what's with the dollar?" 

"Wouldn't know," James replied stiffly, wishing he had never agreed to the stupid bet. Again 

"Really" Kirk took a sip of wine and regarded James from over his glass. 

James fumbled with his own cut-crystal goblet of glacial water and refused to look in Lars’ direction "Really" 


"Now why don't | believe you?" Kirk's tone was casual as he followed the form of one of the caterer's waiters 


disappear into the crowd. "Now that is one nice ass," he murmured. 
"Because you're a fool?" 


Kirk shook his head, his curls gently swaying. "Not this time." He checked his watch. "When," he purred, "do you 
suppose it will be socially acceptable to make off with the help?" 


‘Lars will have your ass if you do that before dessert," James grumbled. "And don't you mean ‘make out?" 
Kirk smiled. "Lars can have my ass anytime he wants." He tapped his finger on James’ chin. "I think I'll mingle." 
Reaching up to snatch Kirk's finger, James felt his entire hand suddenly enveloped in a death grip. 

"Fuck me," Kirk whispered, his voice gone all breathy. "I think I've died and gone to heaven" 

James snorted. "Not anytime soon. And gimmie back my hand!" 


"Hmmm? Of course." But Kirk didn't let go; in fact he wasn't paying attention to James at all. Gazing at a point 


over James shoulder, he licked his lips and his eyes took on a predatory gleam. 


"Kirk?" James knew that look well. Whomever it was meant for had a snowball's chance in hell of escaping from 


it. 
"| think l'm in lust," Kirk winked at James as he released James' hand and smoothed down his jacket. 


"So what else is new?" James flexed his hand. Damn, Kirk had a strong hold when he wanted to. "And who the 


fuck's got you mesmerized now?" 
"Don't turn around! But he just walked in and he's talking to Lars. Who is he?" 
"If | can't turn around how the fuck can | tell you who he is?" James asked, exasperated. 


"Do you suppose he's gay?" Kirk mused, more to himself than to James. "Not that it matters in the least to 


me. If he doesn't lean our way, he will before the night is through." 


Of this James was certain. He had witnessed Kirk's uncanny ability to change a man's persuasion too many 


times to doubt him now. 
"Just look at that body.. that hair.. and oh fuck, James, they're walking over herel" Kirk murmured excitedly. 


"l'm turning around now and don't be fucking stopping me." James said good-naturedly. By the glint in Kirk's eye 
"they" must be Lars and the guest of honor. 


The very straight Mr. Polamalu. 


"| wouldn't dream of it," Kirk replied silkily, his ‘Hil I'm Kirk Hammett of Metallica, so very glad to meet you' 


face on 


James couldn't help but grin, Hammett could be captivating when he wanted to be. He turned around to find 
Lars and Troy already upon them. 


"And this is Kirk Hammett.. " Lars was saying. ".. AKA ‘The Ripper: Of course you already know James." 


Handshakes and ‘hey, how ya doing's?* were exchanged and James watched as Kirk wove his beguiling spell on 


Troy. Never one to come on strong, the man definitely had the slow and subtle seduction dance down to an art. 


Lars leaned into James and together they observed Kirk and Troy drift out onto the deck but not before Kirk 


had claimed drinks for the two of them from the now-forgotten waiter. 
"Exotic," James said quietly. 

"Dangerous," Lars added. 

"Heterosexual." 

"Horny," they said at the same time. 

"Which one?" James laughed. 


Lars snickered. "Which one do you think?" Reaching into his pant's pocket, he took out a crisp one-dollar bill and 
tucked it into James' jacket. "Keep this handy," he instructed. 


James raised his eyebrow. "Don't think Kirk is gonna score?" 


Lars smiled. "Oh | KNOW he's gonna make a touchdown and the extra fucking points. | think you just ought to 


have it ready for next year." 


"Ah. Next year." James regarded Lars with a smile of his own. "That would be your turn then, wouldn't it?" 
‘In your dreams," Lars rolled his eyes and gave a little dip of his head in the direction of Rob. 

"Fucking evil you are." 

"Me? I'm damn cute and fuzzy " 

"Evil and fucking meddlesome." 


Lars chuckled as he lifted his champagne glass to James. "And that, sir, are only some of the reasons why you 


love me." 


